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" He was coming from London. I was to meet him here
and take him to Castleton," the man persisted.

Theo decided what to do. " Well," he said. " He's not
here, as you see. But you can take me to Castleton if you
like. Is there a good inn there ? "

"Ay, there is that. That's where I'm from. This man
was going to stay there."

"Well, I'm afraid there's a long time to wait for the
next London train. Can you take me ? "

" Ay, I suppose so," the man said doubtfully.

He got down from his seat and helped Theo to hoist his
luggage into the trap. Then they both climbed in, and the
fresh little horse went briskly away.

In the sunshine and the winy northern air, Theo felt
ease of mind returning. The driver fell into abstraction,
absently stroking from time to time with his whip the horse's
shining sides. The dust rose under the wheels, but they were
always a foot ahead of it. Larks soared and sang, invisible
against the sky's aching blue. As far as Tideswell, they
followed the high road, but left it at Lane Head and went
due north, stirring the thicker dust of a lesser road. Now,
thought Theo, I am learning. Now I am beginning to
discover that " the North " is something more than that
stewpot Stockport, simmering in a pit of smoke beneath a
railway viaduct, and than Manchester smeared over the
great plate of its plain.

They clattered through Little Hucklow, with the land
rising boldly up to Hucklow Moor on their left and to
Abney on their right, and went by farm and field and
cottage, all air-washed and invigorated.

" It's glorious country," Theo shouted.

" It's aw reight," the driver conceded. " But tha should
see it in t'winter."

However, this was not winter. This was glorious summer;
and here was Castleton, a grey and decent village lying on
the edge of the wide green Hope Valley, threaded by a
glancing stream.

A telegram had been received to say that " the gentleman
for Castleton " had been detained in London, and Theo was
shown up to his waiting room. Methodical as ever, he un-
packed his things at once, laying on the table by his bed
the Greek Testament and The Way of Perfection. He stood,
arrested, with this book in his hand, thinking of the last time